THE GOLDEN CALF                        209

nameless. He was a Druse, but a Druse who had appar-
ently read everything in comparative religion from
Frazer's The Golden Bough to Reinach's Orpheus. I
spent an evening with him alone.

I said to him: "Look here. I am going to write about
this golden calf or calf's head when I get back to America.
I admire and love the Druses for their courage and hos-
pitality. I am under obligation to them. I hope to have
them as friends all my life and some day to return to the
Mountain. But I'm not going to ignore what seems,
rightly or wrongly, to have been universally believed
about them for centuries. I don't want to go back and
write a lot of spectacular drivel based on stories told me
by native Christian priests, by Maronites, or by well-
meaning but credulous missionaries. I'm not inviting
you to break any oaths you may have made or to reveal
any of the 'inner mysteries,3 but I do want whatever
help you can give me without overstepping those
bounds."

He stroked his beard thoughtfully and replied: "Sup-
pose I were an observant and intelligent Chinese. Suppose
I went for the first time into one of your churches and
studied its paintings, its sculpture, its visible symbols.
Should I or should I not be justified in believing that you
worshiped God in the form of a lamb? We need not
consider whether I should not be justified also in thinking
that you had a place for torture in your religion and that
you ate your god. Nor need we consider what you could
reply if I asked whether these things were true. You
might say: 'They are true.' You might say: They are
untrue/ Yet neither answer would be the exact truth.
Let us stick rather to the animal symbolism. If I had